The Tragedy 








Ltf.Doeft grant mee hedgehog, then God grant mee too 
Thouraaieft bee damned for that wicked deede. 

Oh he was gentle, milde , and vertuous. 

Glo. The fitter for the Kingof Hcauen that hath him, 

La. Hee is in Heauen, where thou /halt neuer come. 

(jlo. Let him thankemee that holpe to fend him thither, 
For he- was fitter for that place then Earth. 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but Hell. 

Qlo. Yes one place elfe,if you will heare mee name it. 

La. SomeDungeon. Glo. Your bed-chambtr, 

La. 131 reft betide the chamber where thou lieft, 

Glo. SowftlitMaddam till I lie with you. 

La. I hope lb. 

Glo. I knowfo, but gentle Lady Anne, 

To leaue this kind incoumer of your wits. 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode : 
Isnotthecauferofthe time-lelfe deaths. 

Of thefe Plantagenets , Henry and Edward. 

As blamefull as the executioner ? 

Z-a.Thou art the caufe, and mod accurft effect- 

<ylo. Your beauty was the caafe of that effect. 

.Your beauty which did haunt mee in my fleepe, 
Tovndertake the death of all the world, 

Sol might reft that houre in your fweete bofome* 

La. If I thought that , I tell thee homicide, 
JThefenailes lhould rend that beauty from their cheekes. 

GVo.Thefe eyes could neuer endure fweet beauties wrack, 
You ftiould not blemifh them if I flood by : 

As all the world is cleared by theSunne, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. 

La. Blacke night ouerfhade thy day, and death thy life* 
Curie not thy felfe faire creature,thou art both. 

La. I would I were to bee reuenged on thee. 

Glo.lt is a quarrell moft vnnaturall, 

1 o be reuenged on him that loueth you. 

La. It is a quarrell iuft and reafonable. 

To bee reuenged on him that flew my Husband. 

Glo, He that bereft thee Lady oftby husband. 

Did it to helpe thee to a better husband- 
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of Richard the Third. 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the Earth.' 
do. Go too.he liues that loues you better then he could 
La. Name- him. Plantagenet. 

La. Why what was hee ? 

glo. The felfe fame name but one of better nature. 

La. Where is hee 1 

Glo. Heere. Shee fytttesathm. 

Why doeft fpit at him ? 

La. W ould it were mortall poy fon for thy la ke* 

Glo. Neuer came poyfon from fo fweete a place • 

La. Neuer hung poyfon on a fouler Toade, 

Out of my lite thou doeft infect my eyes. 

Glo. Thine eyes fweete Lady haue infe<fted mine. 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead. 
Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once , 

For now they kill me with a liuing death • 

Thole eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait teares, 
Shamed their afpeci with ftore of childilh drops, 

I neuer feed to frinds nor enemy. 

My tonguecould neuer learne fweete fmoothing words. 
But now thy beauty is propofde my fee ; 

My proud heart foes, andpromptsmy tongue to fpeake. 

Teach not my lips fuch fcorn ,for they were made 

For kiffing Lady not for fuch contempt. / 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe here 1 lend thee thisfharp poynted fword. 

Which ifyoupleale to hide in t his true bofome. 

And let the foule forth that adorneth thee : 

I lay it naked to thy deadly ftroake ; 

And humbly beg the death vpon my Knees. 
Nay,doenotpawfe>twas’.Itbat kild your husband. 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me ; 

Nay now difpatch,twas I that Kild King Henry 
But twas thy hcauenly face that fet me on : Heere floe lets 
Take vp thy fword againe,ortakevp me. fall the Sword 
La. Arife dilfembler , though I wifh thy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

G/o.Then bid me kill my felfe,and I will doe it- 
La. I haue already. 

- B 2 G/o 
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